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PART   I 


EST    ENIM    LEPORUM, 
DESERTUS    PUER   AC    FACETIARUM. 

CATULLUS. 


Columbia  Verse 


THEN    AND    NOW 

When  first  we  met  she  was  three  feet  high, 
And  three  I  think  was  her  age  as  well; 

A  touch  of  the  heaven  was  in  her  eye; 

I  cannot  say  she  was  very  shy 

(As  you'll  see  by  her  actions  by  and  by), 
But  the  way  I  behaved  I  blush  to  tell. 

We  met  at  a  party,  on  the  stair; 

She  was  decked  in  ribbons  and  silk  galore; 
She  smiled  with  a  most  bewitching  air — 
And  then,  I'm  afraid,  I  pulled  her  hair; 
You  know  you  can't  expect  savoir  faire 

Of  a  cavalier  of  the  age  of  four! 

She  only  laughed  with  her  subtle  charm. 

And  took  it  more  sweetly  than  you'd  have  be- 
heved; 
But  later  she  really  took  alarm — 
When  she  wanted  to  kiss  me  I  pinched  her  arm, 
And  she  ran  away  to  escape  from  harm; 
At  which,  no  doubt,  I  was  much  relieved. 
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THEN  AND  NOW 

She  did  not  offer  to  kiss  again; 

I  saw  her  go  off  with  another  beau; 
She  pretended  to  hold  up  her  ten-inch  train, 
And  whispered  low  to  her  new-found  swain; 
I  was  eating  ice-cream  with  might  and  main- 

And  that  was  some  seventeen  years  ago. 

I  see  her  to-night  on  the  winding  stair; 

She  replies  with  a  smile  to  my  sober  bow; 
The  palms  lean  lovingly  toward  her  hair, 
And  her  foot  keeps  time  to  a  distant  air; 
I'm  afraid  she  does  not  recall  or  care — 

She  does  not  offer  to  kiss  me  now! 

Heigho!  what  a  sad,  what  a  sweet  affair. 

What  a  curious  mixture  life  seems  to  be! 
I  am  fast  in  the  net  of  love,  and  there 
With  another  man  on  the  winding  stair 
Is  the  girl  I  love — and  I  pulled  her  hair 

When  she  wanted  a  kiss  at  the  age  of  three. 


ALPHEUS    AND    ARETHUSA 

A  nymph  there  was  in  Arcadie 
Who  owned  a  crystal  spring; 

And  there  she'd  wash,  sans  mackintosh, 
B'gosh,  or  anything. 

A  youth  there  was  in  Arcadie 
Who  hunted  o'er  the  brooks; 

He  would  not  tote  no  overcoat, 
But  traveled  on  his  looks. 

Though  ancient  Greece  had  no  police, 
The  gods  did  as  they'd  orter; 

To  put  them  quite  from  mortal  sight 
They  turned  them  into  water! 


A    SUMMER    PICTURE 

A  meadow  filled  with  stacks  of  hay 

And  crickets,  birds  and  bumble-bees 
That  grumble  in  a  lazy  way, 

And  butterflies  that  take  their  ease; 
The  ocean,  faint  and  far  away; 

Sweet  summer  perfumes  in  the  breeze; 
A  dusty  roadway  brown  and  bare; 

A  field  of  waving  corn  nearby; 
A  glimpse  of  stately  pine  trees,  where 

Dark  shadows  fall;  a  cloudless  sky; 
The  sunlight's  rays  on  gold-brown  hair, 

And — Sue  and  I. 


LEAP   YEAR 

Perhaps  it  was  the  twilight  gloom, 

Perhaps  it  was  the  buds  in  bloom 

Upon  her  breast  that  night, 

That  made  me  dare  to  stoop  and  press 

Upon  her  lips'  soft  loveliness 

A  kiss — ah,  rare  delight! 

I  trembled  at  my  hardihood, 

As  she  before  me  blushing  stood. 

"  Forgive  me,  dear,"  I  said, 

"  I  know  I've  hurt  your  feelings,  sweet." 

Her  injured  glance  I  dared  not  meet, 

But  walked  with  downcast  head. 

When  at  the  gate  I  sadly  said 

"  Good-night,"  she  raised  her  lovely  head, 

And  soft  I  heard  her  say, 

"  You  might — you  might,  dear  "  (smiling  then) 

"  Just  hurt  my  feelings  once  again 

Before  you  go  away." 


ON   A   MAGAZINE   SONNET 

"  Scorn   not  the   sonnet,"   though   its   strength  be 
sapped, 

Nor  say  malignant  its  inventor  blundered; 
The  corpse  that  here  in  fourteen  lines  is  wrapped 

Had  otherwise  been  covered  with  a  hundred. 
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FRIENDSHIP 

I  have  a  friend  who  loves  his  Greek 
Almost  as  much  as  I  love  him, 

And  when  he  comes  to  me  we  speak 
Of  epic  tales  and  legends  dim, 

Or  while  a  quiet  hour  away 

In  reading  the  Antigone. 

But  when  I  talk  of  meaner  things, 

Of  "  mine  "  and  **  thine,"  and  of  to-day, 

His  soul  takes  flight  on  viewless  wings 
Back  through  the  ages  far  away. 

Afar  on  wistful  pinions  flies 

Deep  in  the  blue  of  Attic  skies. 

Dear  friend,  I  will  not  vex  your  mind 
With  matters  of  ignoble  worth. 

But  in  your  presence  strive  to  find 
The  secret  of  a  fairer  earth. 

Till  I  become  by  slow  degrees. 

Orestes  to  your  Pylades. 


THE    FORCE   OF   A   WORD 

She  was  a  maiden 

Of  Boston's  elect, 
Exceedingly  homely 

But  very  correct; 
Visiting  Auntie, 

While  in  New  York 
Tried  to  improve  on 

Everyone's  talk. 

He  was  a  chappie. 

Plenty  of  money, 
Often  by  accident 

Said  something  funny; 
*'  What's  that  you  said? 

Hated  the  shopping? 
Oh,  by  the  way, 

Where  are  you  stopping?" 

A  sneer  on  her  face, 

A  look  of  disgust, 
"  I'm  staying  with  Auntie, 

Not  stopping,  I  trust; 
Pray  what  could  I  stop? 

The  meaning  you  hide." 
*'  Perhaps  I  was  thinking 

Of  clocks,"  he  repHed. 
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A    KISS    IN   THE    RAIN 

One  stormy  morn  I  chanced  to  meet 

A  lassie  in  the  town; 
Her  locks  were  like  the  ripened  wheat, 

Her  laughing  eyes  were  brown; 
I  watched  her  as  she  tripped  along, 

Till  madness  filled  my  brain; 
And  then — well  then,  I  knew  'twas  wrong- 

I  kissed  her  in  the  rain. 

With  raindrops  shining  on  her  cheek. 

Like  dewdrops  on  a  rose, 
The  little  lassie  tried  to  speak. 

My  boldness  to  oppose; 
She  strove  in  vain,  and  quivering, 

Her  fingers  stole  in  mine; 
And  then  the  birds  began  to  sing. 

The  sun  began  to  shine. 

Oh,  let  the  clouds  grow  dark  above, 

My  heart  is  light  below; 
'Tis  always  summer  when  we  love, 

However  winds  may  blow; 
And  I'm  as  proud  as  any  prince, 

All  honors  I  disdain; 
She  says  I  am  her  rain-beau  since 

I  kissed  her  in  the  rain. 

II 


NINETY-FOUR   CLASS    ODE 

Gay  are  the  days  of  college, 

Every  thought  doth  please; 
Little  we  reck  of  knowledge, 

Here  'neath  our  campus  trees. 
Here's  to  the  White  and  the  Blue,  boys ! 

Here's  to  Columbia's  name! 
Blithely  we'll  sing  and  true,  boys. 

To  our  Alma  Mater's  fame. 

Swiftly  pass  Hfe's  surges. 

Fair  as  a  moonlit  night. 
The  billows  moan  no  dirges 

Where  Fancy  lends  her  Hght; 
Till,  when  these  years  have  vanished, 

We  see  in  the  fading  gleam 
Where  once  was  sorrow  banished, 

And  this  life  was  but  a  dream. 


Now  at  our  final  parting 

Sadly  we  break  away. 
Tears  of  sorrow  starting 

Here  at  our  farewell  day; 
Each  face  to  the  future  turning. 

Leaving  the  never-more. 
We  are  drawn  by  our  heart,  love  burning, 

To  the  days  of  old  Ninety-Four. 
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THE   DANCER 

When  I  watch  you  as  you  flutter, 
Like  the  fly  they  call  the  butter, 
In  suppressed  delight  I  mutter, 

''What  a  bird!" 
For  you  flit  about  in  dances 
In  a  manner  that  entrances, 
And  you  captivate  with  glances 

Quite  absurd. 

When  they  see  you  in  your  poses, 
With  your  cheeks  like  blushing  roses, 
Not  a  soul  there  but  supposes 

You're  nineteen; 
For  a  maid  so  pert  and  pretty, 
Witching,  kittenish  and  witty 
In  the  whole  Manhattan  City 

None  has  seen. 

But  Ma  charmante  Mam'sclle  Sadie, 
You  are  quite  another  lady. 
Just  plain  Mary  Ann  O'Grady, 

Off  the  stage; 
And  by  all  ye  gods  in  heaven, 
'Stead  of  being  eight  and  'leven. 
You're  away  past  thirty-seven 

Years  of  age. 
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TO   ,   WHO    DANCES 

Ah,  your  rapturous  entrancing, 
Rather  airy  way  of  dancing, 

Which  is   far  from   being  prancing   in   its   light 
fantastic  trend; 
With  its  attitudes  enthralHng, 
Some  of  them  a  bit  appalHng, 

Keep  us  "  Brava,  brava  "  caUing  from  beginning 
unto  end. 

All  else  we  are  forgetting 

As  our  peace  of  mind  upsetting 

You  go  blithely  pirouetting  unto  music  light  and 
gay: 
And  your  dizzy  way  of  whirling, 
And  of  twisting  and  of  twirling. 

Sets  our  senses  all  aswirling  in  a  most  confusing 
way. 

You  can't  be  too  prolific 
Of  your  poses  beatific. 

For  the  dancing  that's  pacific  is  the  kind  we'd  like 
to  mend; 
And  we  trust  you  will  aspire 
To  make  every  kick  a  flyer 

As  we  keep   on  calling  *'  Higher,"  from  begin- 
ning unto  end. 
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THOU   SHALT    NOT   COVET 

"  Thou  shalt  not  covet,"  saith  the  Book, 
And  here  my  resolution  sHps; 

I  covet  Flora's  every  look, 
And  no  jot  less,  her  ruby  lips. 


THE  DAYS  OF  THE  MODERN  BELLE 

Ah,  for  the  time  of  the  minuette, 

When  stately  movement  on  movement  swayed, 
And  soft  eyes  spoke  some  quaint  regret, — 

Gone  are  the  days  of  the  old  brocade; 

In  the  tripping  time  of  the  waltz  is  made 
Some  deft  enchantment,  and  'neath  its  spell 

Her  dainty  heart  on  his  sleeve  is  laid — 
These  are  the  days  of  the  modern  belle. 

When  Hetty  was  pretty  in  homespun  yet, 

And  every  fold  her  grace  betrayed, — 
Ah,  the  sombre  jewels  of  coral  and  jet! 

Gone  are  the  days  of  the  old  brocade; 

From  the  Rues  of  Paris  we  find  obeyed 
The  hints  that  Virot  and  Worth  may  tell, 

And  gentle  Simplicity  flees  dismayed — 
These  are  the  days  of  the  modern  belle. 

Till  now  grave  memories  anxiously  fret 

At  the  glittering  splendor  and  gay  parade, 
And  sigh  for  the  times  of  Polly  and  Bet — 

Gone  are  the  days  of  the  old  brocade; 

When  softest  blushes  in  beauty  strayed 
And  brimming  dimples  would  come — ah,  well! 

Those  gentle  years  were  meant  to  fade, — 
These  are  the  days  of  the  modern  belle. 
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THE  DAYS  OF   THE  MODERN  BELLE 

Ah,  Memory  listens  to  Fancy's  aid — 
Gone  are  the  days  of  the  old  brocade; 
And  their  very  follies  our  loves  impel, 
These  are  the  days  of  the  modern  belle. 
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AH,    LEAF    OF    PRAYER-BOOK 

Ah,  leaf  of  prayer-book,  hast  thou  failed, 
Because,  as  curl-paper  impaled. 
Thou  hast  been  crumpled,  part  disgraced, 
Thy  holy  message  quite  effaced? 

Nay!     Nay!     In  making  her  gold  hair 
To  flow  in  waves  bewitching  fair. 
Another  prayer  was  sent  above — 
To  bring  to  dimpled  Julia  love. 
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A    LECTURE   ROOM    BALLAD 

(by  the  author  of  the  seven  flunks) 

When  Plato  taught  the  ancient  Greek" 

'E  'ad  a  string  of  yarns  to  tell, 
'Bout  one  for  every  page  'e'd  speak; 

The  Greek  'e  'eard  and  laughed  like  'ell. 

The  Greek  'e  knew  them  yarns  was  dead, 
And  Plato  knowed  'e  knew,  what's  wuss; 

But  'is  exams  'ung  o'er  'is  'ead, 
And  so  he  laughed, — the  same  as  us. 

So,  when  "  The  Doctor  "  springs  some  tale, 
That's  kicked  about  since  Gawd  knows  when, 

We  do  not  yawn  to  show  it's  stale. 
But  laugh  like  'ell, — the  same  as  then. 
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CARDS 

They  played  at  cards  on  the  yellow  sand, 

When  the  fields  and  the  trees  were  green; 
She  thought  that  the  trump  was  in  her  hand, 

He  thought  that  he  held  the  queen. 
But  winter  has  come  and  they  both  have  strayed 

Away  from  the  throbbing  wave — 
He  finds  'twas  only  the  deuce  she  played, 

She  finds  that  he  played  the  knave. 
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A    DECADENT   ASS 

An  Ass  with  long  green  ears 

And  pinkish  hairs 
Was  browsing  on  the  purple  grass; 

No  thoughts  he  had — 
He  was  a  Beardsley  Ass. 


NINETY-SEVEN    CLASS    SONG 

A  jolly  good  song  we'll  sing  to-night, 

And  a  jolly  good  toast  we'll  drink; 
Heart  to  heart  in  friendship  true 

We'll  bind  by  another  link. 
So  fill  the  glass  and  pass  the  bowl — 

'Tis  a  duty  we  never  shrink; 
A  jolly  good  song  we'll  sing  to-night, 

And  a  jolly  good  toast  we'll  drink. 

The  future's  a  land  of  promise  bright 

That  awaits  but  the  conqueror  bold. 
And  bravely  we'll  sally  forth  to  subdue 

As  ever  a  knight  of  old. 
So  fill  the  glass  and  pass  the  bowl — 

'Tis  a  duty  we  never  shrink; 
A  jolly  good  song  we'll  sing  to-night, 

And  a  jolly  good  toast  we'll  drink. 

And  when  in  future  years  we  meet. 

Old  comrades  loyal  and  true, 
In  Alma  Mater's  grand  old  halls. 

Beneath  the  White  and  Blue, 
We'll  fill  the  cup  and  pass  the  bowl — 

Who'll  have  the  heart  to  shrink? 
A  jolly  good  song  we'll  sing  that  night 

And  a  jolly  good  toast  we'll  drink. 
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QUATRAIN 

They  said  he  was  a  student  deep, 
And  this  is  true  I  think, 

For  ne'er  a  shallow  man  could  hold 
Such  quantities  of  drink. 
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DE    FRESHMAN 

(with  apologies  to   the  author  of   "  DE    gobbleum") 

O  de  Freshman's  come  ter  college! 

He's  almost  dead  wit'  fright; 
De  Sofmores  look  so  fierce  at  him 

He's  'feared  he'll  have  ter  fight. 
He  looks  behind  him  in  de  dark, 

He's  scart  at  every  shout, 
Fer  de  Sofmore's  gwine  ter  git  him 
Ef  he 

Doan' 

Watch 

Out! 

Dey's  gwine  ter  liab  er  cane-rush  an' 

Dey'll  need  a  mighty  cane; 
Dey'll  also  need  an  amb'lance  ef 

De  Freshman  git  er  pain. 
De  Freshman's  kind  er  scary 
And  trembly  roun'  de  mout', 
Fer  de  Sofmore's  gwine  ter  git  him 
Ef  he 

Doan' 

Watch 

Out! 
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DE   FRESHMAN 

O  dey's  gvvine  ter  hab  er  dinner 

Down  at  some  big  hotel; 
Dey'll  hab  er  dozen  courses  an' 

You  bet  its  gwine  be  swell ! 
De  big  bugs  of  de  Freshmen 

Dey'll  all  be  dere  ter  spout; — 
But  de  Sofmore's  gwine  ter  git  'em 
Ef  dey 

Doan' 

Watch 

Out! 
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BROKEN  HEARTS  ARE  NOT  IN  VOGUE 

Cupid,  with  a  subtle  dart, 
Pierced  a  little  maiden's  heart, 
Crying,  ''  Ah,  thy  fate  is  sealed, 
Naught  can  from  my  arrows  shield, 

Yield  thee  to  thy  foe." 
But  the  maiden  answered,  "  Rogue, 
Broken  hearts  are  not  in  vogue; 
My  escape  is  not  so  narrow, 
Thou  hast  only  lost  an  arrow, 

I  have  gained  a  beau." 
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HEU,    PHYLLIS 

Heu,  Phyllis,  quaero  nunc  a  te 
Si  quae  pars  cordis  mihi  detur? 
Quid  taces, — ut  turn  fruar  spe 
Cum  plane  perdita  videtur? 
Crudelis!  nonne  habeo? 
Ad  terram  oculis  despicit, 
Quid!  rubet? — peto  osculo 
Judicium,  quod  nihil  dicit. 
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COMITES   USQUE 

We  had  journeyed  on  together 

In  the  early  halcyon  days, 
And  we  came  in  cloudy  weather 

To  a  parting  of  the  ways; 
Yet  we  tarried  one  night  longer, 

And  we  sang  one  brave  song  more, 
And  the  ties  of  love  seemed  stronger 

Than  they'd  ever  been  before. 

Then  when  all  the  world  was  'waking, 

And  upon  the  dreary  wold 
Wave  on  wave  of  light  was  breaking 

With  a  splendor  as  of  gold. 
Paused  we  still  and  heavy  hearted 

Turned  again  with  backward  gaze. 
Ere  we  spoke  farewell,  and  parted 

On  our  long  and  doubtful  ways. 

Lonely  now  at  my  returning 

Seems  the  old  familiar  place. 
Vainly  for  his  footsteps  yearning, 

And  the  gladness  of  his  face; 
Yet  I  know  'tis  not  forever. 

For  in  better,  happier  days 
We  shall  meet  where  none  may  sever 

At  the  parting  of  the  ways. 
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A   CREW   POEM 

(dedicated  to  cock-swain  sill) 

So  happy  were  Columbia's  eight, 
As  near  the  goal  they  drew, 

Each  struggling  hero  all  elate, 
The  cock-swain  almost  crew. 
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A    BALLADE    OF  JUSTIFICATION 

A  jingle  of  bells  and  a  crunch  of  snow, 
Skies  that  are  clear  as  the  month  of  May, 

Winds  that  merrily,  briskly  blow, 
A  pretty  girl  and  a  cosy  sleigh. 
Eyes  that  are  bright  and  laughter  gay. 

All  that  favors  Dan  Cupid's  art; 
I  was  but  twenty;  what  can  you  say 

If  I  confess  I  lost  my  heart? 

What  if  I  answered  in  whispers  low, 

Begged  that  she  would  not  say  me  nay, 
Asked  if  my  love  she  did  not  know, 

What  if  I  did?     Who  blames  me,  pray? 

Suppose  she  blushed.     'Tis  the  proper  way 
For  lovely  maidens  to  play  their  part; 

Does  it  seem  too  much  for  a  blush  to  pay 
If  I  confess  I  lost  my  heart? 

What  if  I  drove  extremely  slow. 

Was  there  not  cause  enough  to  stay? 
Such  opportunities  do  not  grow 

Right  in  one's  pathway  every  day; 

Cupid  I  dared  not  disobey 
If  he  saw  fit  to  cast  his  dart; 

Is  it  a  thing  to  cause  dismay 
If  I  confess  I  lost  my  heart? 
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A    BALLADE   OF  JUSTIFLCATLON 


ENVOI 

What  if  I  kissed  her?    Jealous  they 
Who  scoff  at  buyers  in  true  love's  mart. 

Who  can  my  sound  good  sense  gainsay 
If  I  confess  I  lost  my  heart? 
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NAUTICAL 

>aid  the  whiskered  med 
To  the  fair  co-ed, 

"  I'm  like  a  ship  at  sea- 
Exams  are  near, 
And  much  I  fear 

I  will  unlucky  be." 


"  Then,"  murmured  she, 
"  A  shore  I'll  be. 

Come  rest,  thy  journey  o'er." 
Then  darkness  fell 
And  all  was  well, 

For  the  ship  had  hugged  the  shore. 
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NINETY-SIX    CLASS    ODE 

AIR  :    RUSSIAN    HYMN 

Swiftly  our  college  days  have  fled  away 
As  some  soft  dream  upon  a  summer  night, 
Trancing  the  spirit  till  the  breaking  light — 
Too  soon  we  wake  upon  the  parting  day. 

Swift  was  the  dream  and  sad  the  waking  hour! 
Fond  memories  will  rise  within  the  heart 
And  strongly  move  the  soul  as  now  we  part. 
Youth's  dream  has  blown  its  fullest  crimson  flower. 

The  blossom  flushes,  blooms  and  fades;  but  yet 
Its  fragrance  and  its  form  ne'er  wholly  die; 
The  shadow  lingers,  an  eternal  tie 
To  that  fair  land  where  beauty's  throne  is  set. 
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TRIOLET 

Too  little  to  say  in  a  sonnet, 
Too  much  to  be  left  unsaid; 

So  I'll  turn  but  a  triolet  on  it, 

Too  little  to  say  in  a  sonnet, 

Brown  eyes  'neath  the  daintiest  bonnet. 
With  a  jacqueminot  rosebud  red. 

Too  little  to  say  in  a  sonnet, 
Too  much  to  be  left  unsaid. 
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UNFORTUNATE 

A  poet  once  wrote  in  an  ode  to  Spring, 
Which  he  sent  to  the  "  Weekly  Drum," 

"  My  heart  it  throbs  with  a  soulful  joy 
Each  year  when  the  crocuses  come." 

Thought  he,  "  That  couplet  is  grave  and  deep  " 
But  he  somewhat  made  things  hum. 

When  his  favorite  line  appeared  in  print, 
"  Each  year  when  the  circuses  come!  " 
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UPON    BEHOLDING    YE    CRUSHED 

STRAWBERRY    EXAMINATION 

BOOKS 

Ah,  these  be  ye  days  when  ye  hostile  arrays 
Of  exams  come  to  work  our  perdition, 

And  ye  profs  to  create  and  foreshadow  our  fate, 
Have  their  books  in  ye  pink  of  condition. 
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THE   SONG   OF   THE    ERRANT    KNIGHT 

In  armor  drest,  with  flowing  crest, 

And  good  brand  at  my  side, 
By  hill  and  dale,  and  wooded  vale, 

From  Camelot  I  ride. 
On  emprise  bent,  I  am  content, 

Where'er  my  lot  may  be. 
If  it  but  leads  to  gallant  deeds 

And  feats  of  chivalry. 

At  times,  perchance,  I  couch  my  lance 

To  meet  some  stranger  knight. 
Spur,  charge  full  tilt,  and  grasp  my  hilt 

When  oak  shafts  splinter  quite. 
God  lends  his  aid  to  my  staunch  blade. 

As  bites  each  sweeping  blow, 
All  foes  must  yield,  drop  mace  and  shield, 

And  reel  o'er  saddle-bow. 

And  east  and  west,  at  maid's  behest, 

I  ride  from  dawn  till  night, 
In  donjon  keep  where  ladies  weep, 

I  break  false  traitors'  might. 
But  when  I  long  for  wassail  song 

And  chivalry's  fierce  sport, 
Good-by  to  strife  and  a  roving  life, 

And  back  to  Arthur's  Court! 
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IN   A    CHINA    SHOP 

A  Dresden  shepherdess  was  one  day 

Milking  a  small  Delft  cow, 

When  a  Sevres  Marquis  came  along — 

I  saw  him  smile  and  bow: 

"  O  lovely  shepherdess,  hear  my  song," 

I  think  I  heard  him  say, 

"  For  thou  hast  captured  my  porcelain  heart. 

And  by  my  sword  I  swear  thou  art 

A  star  in  the  Milky  Way." 
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REVERIE 

It  is  almost  too  strange  to  be  true 

That  when  dabbHng  with  ink  and  with  glue, 

The  glue-brush  must  sink 

Deep  into  the  ink, 
And  the  pen  take  a  swim  in  the  glue. 

From  the  brush  can  all  ink  be  effaced; 
On  the  pen  glue  by  ink  be  replaced; 

But  the  swear-words  galore, 

That  thereat  I  swore, 
From  the  Records  can  ne'er  be  erased. 
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SOAP-BUBBLES 

As  a  little  child  at  play 
Blows  upon  a  pipe  of  clay 
Bubbles,  evanescent,  bright, 
With  their  iridescent  light, 
So  I  fling  upon  the  wind 
Verses  of  the  bubble  kind. 

And  my  friend  with  eyes  of  blue 
Looks  my  dainty  verses  through, 
Pauses  from  his  books  awhile, 
With  an  intellectual  smile; 
For  my  fancy  seems  as  naught 
To  this  man  of  deeper  thought. 

Still  I  plead  as  my  excuse: 
"  Even  bubbles  have  their  use. 
They  are  perfect  while  they  live, 
And  their  short  career  may  give, 
As  they  shimmer  and  are  flown, 
Some  suggestion  for  our  own. 

"  Let  their  beauty,  pure  and  glad, 
Make  another  soul  less  sad, 
And,  as  upward  they  are  whirled, 
Let  them  show  their  little  world 
Floating  clouds  and  perfect  sky. 
Warmly  mirrored,  ere  they  die." 
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PART   II 


SUCH    SIGHTS    AS    YOUTHFUL    POETS    DREAM 
ON    SUMMER    EVES    BY    HAUNTED    STREAM. 

MILTON. 
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A    DREAM    OF    ROSE    GARDENS 

One  evening,  while  my  lips  were  warm  and  sweet 

With  the  beloved's  kiss,  low  at  her  feet 

I  rested,  reading  my  Jelaleddin. 

Strange    phrases    and    strange    thoughts    I    found 

therein, 
And  when  I  fell  asleep,  strange  was  my  dream. 


I  dreamt  my  love  once  took  me  by  the  hand, 

And  led  me,  thro'  vague  paths  in  dreamer's  land. 

To  a  dim,  sweet  rose  garden  far  away. 

The  dew  of  dawn  had  vanished,  and  the  day 

Sparkled  with  sunshine,  as  she  led  the  way 

To  a  soft  bower.     "  Here,  here  let  us  rest,'* 

I  heard  her  say,  "  Here,  near  yon  mossy  nest. 

And  listen  to  the  warbling  of  the  bird." 

So  we  lay  down,  nor  spake  I  any  word — 

For  in  my  dream  I  seemed  all  powerless, 

Even  when  strengthened  by  my  love's  caress. 

To  utter  all  that  moved  me — so  we  lay. 

Lay  and  dreamt  idly.     From  the  mossy  bower 

The  bird  sang  to  us  in  that  bridal  hour, 

And  we  lay  there  and  listened. 

"  Heart,  O  heart, 
Seek  you  the  friend,  seek  you  the  friend,  the  friend, 
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A    DREAM  OF  ROSE    GARDENS 

Seek  you  the  friend,"  it  caroled.     "  Play  your  part 

No  longer;  think  no  more  of  what  you  are. 

Seek  you  the  Eternal,  dreamer?     Have  you  tried 

To  satisfy  the  never-satisfied? 

Have  you  too  dreamt  of  joy  without  an  end? 

Have  you  too  hungered  after  sun  and  star? 

Seek  you  the  blessed?     Go  where  none  have  trod. 

Seek  you  the  friend?     Forget  all  that  you  are. 

Seek  you  the  Eternal?     Forget  yourself;  be  God!  " 

The  song  was  hushed  a  moment.     Oh,  the  pain, 
The  longing!     Then  the  bird  began  again: 

"  Seek  you  the  friend?     Then  dream  no  more  of  sin, 

Of  sorrow,  faith.     Forget  you  ever  tried 

To  satisfy  the  never-satisfied. 

Forget  yourself,  and  hear  Jelaleddin; 

Forget  yourself,  and  be  as  I  have  been. 

Embrace  the  fool,  when  he  too  is  a  fool. 

As  we  are — yea,  and  go  with  him  to  school 

In  the  gay  tavern,  drinking  ruby  wine. 

Go  to  the  tavern  careless  of  all  grief: 

Taste  there  of  beauty,  and  regard  no  more 

The  fable  of  Belief  and  Unbelief. 

Dreamer,  O  dreamer,  know  the  true  divine: 

Wine  is  the  first,  the  last,  the  golden  door 

To  knowledge — ^the  knowledge  that  brings  joy  and 

peace. 
There  is  no  longing,  no  unrest,  no  strife, — 
Only  delight,  and  songs  that  never  cease: 
Rather  the  wine-glass  than  men's  bitter  lore. 
Rather  the  wine-glass  than  eternal  life." 
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A   DREAM  OF  ROSE  GARDENS 

Silence  a  moment  in  my  dream;  but  she 

Glanced  at  me  for  a  second  tenderly, 

Yea,  tender  but  deep  troubled.     ''  No,  not  here," 

I  heard  her  say;  "  here  find  we  little  cheer. 

Let  us  go  further."     So  we  rose  and  went 

On  thro'  dream  regions  of  sweet  languishment. 

Far,  far  away.     What  had  the  strange  song  meant? 

Why  was  I  ever  humming  o'er  and  o'er: 

"  Taste  there  of  beauty,  and  regard  no  more 

The  fable  of  Belief  and  Unbelief "  ? 

Why  was  I  troubled  as  with  unknown  grief? 

Why  should  I  dream:  ''  Forget  you  ever  tried 

To  satisfy  the  never-satisfied  " 


II 

But  on  we  went — she  ever  at  my  side, 

She,  the  beloved,  whispering  comfort  sweet. 

"  Not  here,  not  here,  tho'  pearls  were  at  our  feet; 

Not  here,  not  here,"  the  dream  beloved  said. 

So  she  led  on,  I  following  where  she  led. 

Until  we  came  unto  another  bower, 

Hard  by  a  mountain  stream.     The  evening  hour 

Was  ushered  in  by  vesper  overhead. 

"  Let  us  lie  here  and  rest  awhile,"  she  said; 

So  we  lay  down  and  rested,  while  a  thrush 

From  out  a  neighboring  thicket,  made  us  hush, 

Singing  its  song  of  evening: 

"  Evening  star, 
Know  you  what  song  is — what  the  song  I  sing? 
Know  you  what  song  is,  dreamer  that  you  are, 

45 


A    DREAM   OF  ROSE    GARDENS 

Dreamer  and  your  beloved?     When  I  bring 
Dim  harmonies  from  the  revolving  spheres, 
Like  fragrance  from  the  fading  flowers  of  dusk, 
Sing  I  the  song,  or  am  I  one  who  hears 
Sweet  music  elsewhere,  and  but  hums  it  o'er? 
Does  he  create  the  musk-deer  who  makes  musk? 
Do  /  make  music  tho'  my  singing  soar? 
Yea,  what  is  song,  O  dreamer?     Know  you  this? 
Yea,  tell  me  what  is  song,  O  evening  star." 

I  waited  for  the  answer,  and  my  sighs 
Brought  comfort  from  the  sweet  beloved's  eyes: 
"  Be  of  good  cheer,"  they  said,  *'  be  of  good  cheer. 
The  evening  star  will  answer."     So  we  lay 
Waiting,  as  shipwrecked  sailors  wait  for  day; 
And  then  the  fateful  star: 

''  Oh,  what  is  song, 
Bird  of  the  twilight,  and  you  dreamers  two, 
O  lover  and  beloved?     Who  belong 
To  the  enchanted  realms  that  poets  do? 
Oh  listen  then,  and  be  as  one  who  is 
All  things  in  being  nothing;  song  is  this: 
To  answer  God  with  an  eternal  yes; 
To  find  the  deathless  in  the  thing  that  dies; 
To  find  a  heaven  here — yea,  with  soul's  eyes, 
And  take  delight  in  it — gain  happiness 
By  self-annihilation;  on  love's  path 
To  sacrifice  for  love  all  that  man  hath. 
Yea,  do  these  things,  and  sing!  " 

Then  once  again 
She  took  me  by  the  hand,  as  if  in  pain, 
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A    DREAM   OF  ROSE    GARDENS 

And  led  me  on.     "  Not  here,  O  love,  not  here 
Here  is  no  sweet  fulfilment,  and  no  cheer 
For  us  who  look  for  counsel.     Happiness 

By  self-annihilation?     I  fear  me yes, 

We  must  seek  elsewhere  for  our  bridal  bower." 

And  I — what  dreamt  I  in  that  sad,  sweet  hour? 

Should  I  find  happiness  in  ruby  wine 

Or  in  self-sacrifice — find  the  divine 

In  tavern  or  in  eremitic  cell? 

I  knew  no  answer,  but  she  knew  full  well, 

And  in  her  eyes  I  found  it — heard  it  tell. 

Love,  love,  O  love!     And  star,  and  bird,  and  flower. 

Sang  bridal  hymns  in  that  triumphant  hour. 

Love,  love,  O  love!     In  thee  will  I  grow  strong. 
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THE    DAY    IS    DYING 

The  day  is  dying,  O  my  love, 

Across  the  crimson  sea, 
And  dark  upon  each  hill  and  grove 
The  evening  shadows  be. 
The  world  is  cold, 
The  world  is  old, 
But  young  and  warm  are  we. 

The  night  is  coming,  O  my  love. 

Across  the  eastern  sky. 
And  one  by  one  the  bright  stars  move, 
Move  on,  until  they  die. 

While  through  the  night. 
Beneath  their  light, 
We  wander,  thou  and  I. 

The  sun  divides  the  night  from  day. 

The  shores  divide  the  sea. 
And  earth  from  heaven  is  far  away, 
But  I  am  close  to  thee; 
And  sun  and  tide 
Can  ne'er  divide 
My  darling's  heart  from  me. 
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THE    OLD    STORY 

''  The  sails  are  set  and  the  breeze  is  up, 
And  the  prow  is  turned  for  the  Northern  Sea; 

Kiss  me,  my  love,  and  vow  me  a  vow 
That  you  will  ever  be  true  to  me.'* 

"  I  kiss  your  cheek,  I  kiss  your  lip, 

Never  a  chang-e  this  heart  shall  know, 

Whatever  betide,  come  life,  come  death, 
Up  where  the  frozen  North  winds  blow." 

Oh,  but  the  Northern  nights  are  keen! 

The  sailor  clings  to  the  frozen  shrouds; 
Her  kisses  burn  on  his  cheeks  and  brow. 

And  his  heart  goes  South  with  the  flying  clouds. 


A  maiden  laughs  by  the  garden  gate, 
Dreams  of  love  are  soonest  o'er; 

Kisses  fall  on  her  lips  and  cheek, 

And  the  days  go  by  as  they  did  before. 
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JAMIE'S  WORD  Wr  THE  SEA 

(a-waitin'  fer  jinnie) 

Ye'U  no  fret  ye  mair  the  noo, 

Wull  ye,  sea? 
Like  ye've  dune  the  winter  through, 
Roarin'  at  the  sands  and  me. 

Ye  were  wearyin'  yersel' 

Till  her  bit, 
Wee,  licht  fuitstep  by  ye  fell. 
Ay,  but  lookee  noo!  an'  quit! 

Ken  ye  no  the  way  she  rins? 

Hoo  her  hair, 
Ower-muckle  fer  the  pins, 
Blaws  aboot  her  everywhere? 

Ye'll  no  stop  yer  clatt'rin  din? 

Puir  blin'  thing! 
Ye'll  no  see  her  happy  rin; 
"  Jamie!  "  ye'll  no  hear  her  sing. 

Hoots!     Awa',  ye  loupin'  sea, 

Doon  yer'  sands, 
Jinnie's  callin'  doon  tae  me! 
Jinnie's  haudin'  oot  her  hands! 
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Sweet,  lost  love  is  buried, 
With  our  kisses  for  its  bed, 
And  our  vows  to  mark  its  stone; 
No  one  comes  there  now  to  moan. 

All  unwept,  it  lies  there,  sweet, 
In  its  tearless  winding-sheet; 
All  unwept  and  all  unsung; 
Not  a  single  bell  was  rung. 


But  you  still  can  find  the  place 
Where  it  hides  its  tearful  face; 
For  upon  the  very  spot 
Grows  the  sw^et  forget-me-not. 
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THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  THE  TEARS  OF 
SONG 

Another  dirge  for  buried  joys? 

Another  song  for  love  long  gone? 
Another  wail  of  futile  noise 

That  twilight  cannot  still  be  dawn? 

Yes,  one  more  mournful  song  to  move 
The  fountain  of  the  tears  of  song; 

Another  tune  of  love  and  love, 

And  love  until  my  heart  grows  strong. 

Then  I  shall  smile  amid  my  tears, 
And  say:  **  To  weep  for  love  is  vain; 

Smile,  willow- wearer."     But  who  hears? 
And  tears  will  gush  like  pouring  rain. 
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OLD    SONGS 

Herrick  sang,  and  Campion  sang, 
In  the  days  when  England  rang 
With  such  singing  as  none  now 
Ever  sings  or  knoweth  how. 

I  but  follow  where  they  led; 
I  repeat  what  they  once  said; 
I  but  cry:  ''  Ye  give  the  law, 
Herrick,  Campion,  and  Crashaw." 
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QUATRAIN 

If  the  Gods  would  grant  some  favor  to  my  muse, 
And  let  me  sound  a  sweet,  yet  potent  note, 

This  boon,  above  all  others,  would  I  choose, 
That  I  might  write  as  dear  old  Herrick  wrote. 
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BALLADE 

When  laboring  home  through  lonely  lanes 

As  richly  dies  the  Autumn  day, 
I  hear  the  calling  of  the  cranes 

From  distant  fenlands  far  away; 

While  clouds  of  mist  rise  ghostly  gray, 
As  incense  to  the  moon  on  high, 

I  think  I  hear  the  mystic  lay 
Of  fairy  forms  that  round  me  fly. 

In  vain  I  seek  the  magic  strains 

Mid  bosky  copses,  stacks  of  hay, 
For  naught  of  fairy  rout  remains ; 

They  vanish,  whither  who  can  say? 

Though  oft  in  midnight  woods  I  stray, 
I  never  had  a  chance  to  spy 

The  circle  neath  the  moonlit  ray 
Of  fairy  forms  that  round  me  fly. 


How  they  must  laugh  at  all  my  pains 

As  on  they  lead  me  far  astray, 
And  mystify  my  tangled  brains 

With  mimic  shouts  and  laughter  gay! 

If  only  once  they  would  repay 
My  search,  and  tripping  light,  draw  nigh, 

How  sweet  would  be  a  hoHday 
With  fairy  forms  that  round  me  fly. 

55 


BALLADE 

Titania!     Now,  I  beg,  betray 

Thy  kingdom,  and  reward  this  sigh; 

Let  me  once  join  the  romping  fray 
Of  fairy  forms  that  round  me  fly. 
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AH,    SHE    LURKS 

Ah,  she  lurks,  the  pretty  maid, 
In  the  wild-wood,  in  the  glade. 
Robbing  all  the  fields  of  flowers 
To  bedeck  love's  leafy  bowers. 

Would  I  might  her  lover  be! 
Cupid  listens  not  to  me. 
Ah,  the  sly,  the  cunning  elf; 
Cupid  loves  the  maid  himself. 

For  alas  I  heard  her  sing. 
Through  the  forest  wandering; 
"  I  love  love  and  love  loves  me." 
Thus  she  sang  right  merrily. 

E'er  disdaining  me,  poor  swain, 
Sang  she  o'er  and  o'er  again. 
Gazing  through  the  leaves  above, 
*'  Love  loves  me  and  I  love  love." 
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LET  US  LOVE  AND  LAUGH  TO-DAY 

Brightest  eyes  are  dimmed  by  tears, 
Reddest  lips  must  fade  with  years; 
Let  us  love  then  while  we  may, 
Let  us  love  and  laugh  to-day. 

Sweetheart,  how  shall  we  forget 
Sorrows  that  old  age  beset? 
There  is  but  a  single  way, 
Let  us  love  and  laugh  to-day. 

Kiss  me  then  and  be  not  coy. 
Kissing  is  love's  sweetest  joy; 
Come,  my  sweet,  oh,  come,  I  pray. 
Let  us  love  and  laugh  to-day. 
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AT   THE    SPRING 


m 

^H  Life  is  a  well-spring  bubbling  up, 

^H  Where  God  hath  rived  the  rock  Eternity; 

^^B  Out  of  its  over-brimming  cup, 

^^^^  I  know  not  but  one  draught  is  all  that  is  to  be. 

^^g         Then  shall  I  take,  and  not  with  fears, 

^H  My   cup    of   mingled   good   and   ill,    nor  shrink; 

P^  Drinking  right  bravely,  that  my  tears 

Make  not  the  water  bitter  for  the  rest  that  drink. 
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SWEETHEART,    SWEETHEART 

The  April  sun  smiles  bright  above, 

The  skies  are  deep  and  blue, 
I  walk  among  the  growing  fields, 

And  dream,  sweetheart,  of  you; 
And  as  I  go,  from  out  the  wood 

A  mocking-bird  calls  clear, 
"  Sweetheart,  sweetheart,"  and  I  turn, 

Half  hoping  thou  art  here. 

Alas!  the  sunlight  floods  the  earth. 

Yet  all  is  dark  to  me; 
The  flowers  may  gaily  bud  and  bloom. 

The  earth  be  fair  to  see; 
And  "  sweetheart,  sweetheart,"  evermore 

The  mocking-bird  may  sing. 
But  in  a  fairer  land  thine  eyes 

Are  opening  to  the  spring. 
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AT    MIDNIGHT 

Sweet  with  the  sweetness  of  the  song 
Whose  echo  now  alone  remains; 

Sweet  with  the  sweetness  of  the  dream 
That  faintly  life's  glad  zest  retains, 
Come  memories  in  dear  innumerable  trains. 

Clear  in  the  stillness  of  the  night 

I  hear  the  past's  beloved  sounds; 
Bright  in  the  darkness  of  the  night 

I  see  a  vision  that  abounds 

In  joys  now  faded  dim  in  time's  long  rounds. 
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I    DREAM    OF   THEE 

The  day's  last  glow  has  dyed  the  darkening  sea 
With  green  and  gold  and  scarlet  from  the  west; 
The    waving    moonbeams    crown    each    foaming 
crest; 

The  night  has  come;  I  sleep  and  dream  of  thee. 

From  dawn's  deep  ruddy  touch  the  dim  stars  flee, 
Like  souls  that  silently  at  death's  behest 
Take  flight  and  soar  from  life's  unanswered  quest; 

The  day  has  come;  I  wake  and  dream  of  thee. 
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"OF   TIME    LONG   PAST" 

In  the  flood  of  the  gleaming  sunshine, 
In  the  night's  still  mystery, 

I  see  the  smile  of  thy  sweet,  loved  face 
Gladden  my  heart  and  flee. 


In  the  rush  of  the  whirling  storm-wind, 
In  the  twilight  breeze's  sigh, 

I  hear  the  tone  of  thy  sweet,  loved  voice 
Sound  in  my  heart  and  die. 
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VIOLETS    OF    GRACE 

Your  eyes  to  me  are  violets, 

Twin  violets  of  grace 
That  lend  a  gracious  air  of  heaven 

Unto  your  lovely  face. 

When  they,  perchance,  upon  me 
With  fond  affection  glow, 

They  make  for  me  a  heaven, 
Aye,  a  heaven,  here  below. 
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DRACHENFELS 

Amid  the  rack  of  elements,  and  war 
Of  scarcely  less  tempestuous  human  rage, 
How  calmly  from  thine  eyrie  hast  thou  viewed 
Through  ages  long  the  rushing  river  Rhine, 
Faint  symbol  of  the  wilder  stream  of  Time, 
O  war-built,  ruined,  peaceful  Drachenfels. 
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IN    SUMMER    HAZE 

Ah,  sweet  but  unremembered  days, 
I  grope  for  you  in  twilight  ways, 
As  loiterers  scent  a  faint  perfume, 
But  know  not  where  the  flowers  bloom, 
In  summer  haze. 
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KEATS 


The  Star  of  Fame  shines  down  upon  the  river, 
And  answering,  the  stream  of  Hfe  repeats: 

"  Upon  our  waters  shall  be  writ  forever 
The  name  of  Keats!  " 
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FREE 

Calm  is  the  night-shrouded  water, 

And  its  silvery  gleam  is  still, 
To  the  slopes  where  the  great  dark  shadows 

Come  silently  down  from  each  hill. 

And  the  stillness  of  night  is  upon  me 

As  I  drop  the  glistening  oar, 
And  hear  the  faint  low  music 

Float  out  from  the  distant  shore. 

I  hear  the  violin's  wailing 

Arise  o'er  the  music's  roll, 
But  far  away  they  seem  to  be 

To  the  stillness  of  night  in  my  soul. 

And  I  look  on  the  star-lit  heaven 

Where  the  light-laden  moon  hangs  low; 

Far,  far  away  seem  the  shore  lights. 
But  near  is  the  bright  stars'  glow. 

No  rhythm  of  sounds  that  are  human, 
No  man-formed  sights  for  me — 

For  the  stillness  of  night  is  in  my  soul, 
And  the  man-chained  man  is  free! 

68 


PEACE 

We  trace  the  sunken  breastworks'  sod, 
Where  once  the  anxious  blue-coats  trod, 
Watching  the  coming  tide  of  gray 
That  swept  the  earth  a  mile  away; 
To-day  amidst  the  ripening  corn. 
In  tears  that  feared  no  mocking  scorn, 
We  plucked  the  waving  golden-rod 
Along  the  sunken  breastworks'  sod. 


Gettysburg. 
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PAIN 


It  cbaogcd  the  soul  of  one  to  sour 

And  passkmate  r^ret; 
To  one  it  gave  nnsrtfisli  power 

To  love  and  to  lofget. 


The  worshippers  within  God's  holy  place 
Gave  thanks  for  refuge  of  his  loving  care; 

J  only  looked  upon  your  reverent  face, 
And  that  unto  my  spirit's  depth  was  prayer. 
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GUILLEM    DE    CABESTAING 

{Dedicato  al  McBstrd) 

PERSONS : 

Raymond,  seigneur  de  Roussillon. 
Margherita,  his  wife. 

Scene  :     Dining-hall  of  Castel-Roussillon. 
Tv7te  :     1 2th  Century. 

Margherita  (alone): 
Now  that  my  lord  has  left  me  here  a  while, 
I  have  time  to  think  a  moment.     Let  me  see — 
My  troubadour,  my  song-bird,  where  is  he? 
Come,  come,  this  will  not  do.     Where  is  my  bird 
That  sings  its  love  no  more — without  a  word, 
A  note,  a  last  outpouring,  flown  away? 
Is  this  your  love,  my  Guillem?     "  Night  and  day," 
You  sang  once,  I  remember,  "  as  they  be. 
Follow  not  surer  than  I  follow  thee." 
Yea,  me,  forsooth,  he  follows !     By  what  right 
Came  he  not  to  my  chamber-door  last  night 
With  trembling  song,  half-whispered,  on  his  lips. 
Fire  in  his  heart,  and  passion — song's  eclipse — 
Making  a  furnace  of  each  drop  of  blood? 
Cold  night — no  love,  no  song,  no  fiery  flood 
Of  vows  and  tunes  and  kisses — cold  indeed 
Whenever  he  comes  not!     What  is  love's  mead 
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If  but  a  single  night  he  loves  me  not,  or  shows 
Not  that  he  loves  me?     ''  Sweet,  thou  art  the  rose," 
One  night  he  sang  to  me,  "  and  love  the  thorn; 
I  am  the  nightingale  whose  breasts  are  torn 
By  those  sharp  stings  in  service  of  my  love!'* 
And  now  the  thorn  wounds  mc,  dear,  far  above 
Your  pain,  my  Guillem.     So  it  is  with  us. 
Who  are  too  tender  and  too  amorous. 
But  what  can  stay  his  coming?     Can  it  be 
He  fears  poor  Raymond's  heartless  jealousy? 
Ah,  foolish  fears,  for  Raymond  cannot  know — 
Or  if  he  knows,  cares  nothing — nay,  if  'twere  so, 
If  he  both  knew  and  hated — are  your  arms 
Not  strong  as  his  to  battle  for  my  charms? 
But  why  all  these  misgivings?     Promise,  sweet, 
To-night  you  will  be  surely  at  my  feet; 
Your  lady  calls  you ;  come,  my  love,  my  love. 
But  hush!  a  step  upon  the  stair  above. 
Raymond  again,  of  course;  now  to  be  bored 
Another  hour,  I  warrant. 

Eyiier  Raymond. 

Ah!  my  lord, 
Back  again?    Come,  our  dinner  is  soon  cold, 
And  when  the  meat's  not  warm,  you  fret  and  scold 
Till  I  am  out  of  patience. 

Raymond : 

Cold  or  hot, 
I  would  not  eat  it. 
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Margherita: 

Pray,  why  not? 

Raymond: 

I  am  not  hungry;  I  feel  not  well  to-day; 
Enough!  ask  me  no  questions. 

Margherita: 

The  old  way. 
When  are  you  gay  or  tender,  good  my  lord? 
Why  have  you  not  some  sweet,  caressing  word 
Upon  your  lips  in  season?     Tell  me  why. 
Cannot  you  have  the  mirth  or  melody 
Of  any  of  our  singers? 

Raymond: 

Of  Cabestaing? 

Margherita: 

Of  any  one.     Ah,  if  you  only  sang 

As  Guillem  does!    As  Guillem!  *  *  *  Ah,  but  pray, 

Have  you  perhaps  seen  him  about  to-day, 

And  know  where  he  may  be  now,  Raymond? 

Raymond: 

No. 

Margherita: 

I  wonder  where  he  is.     He  would  not  go 
In  silence,  surely,  far  away.     But  look! 
Here  is  a  tender  morsel  from  the  cook, 

74 


GUILLEM  DE   CABESTAING 

Served  as  it  should  be — brown  and  delicate. 
Some  fine  young  antlered  fellow  met  his  fate. 
His  tawny  flanks  all  quivering,  that  I  may 
Have  this  good  morsel  on  my  plate  to-day. 
Were  you  the  one  that  slew  him? 

Raymond: 

It  was  I. 

Margherita: 

Poor  beast!     How  did  you  do  it?     Did  he  die 
Bravely  at  bay? 

Raymond: 
Yes. 

Margherita: 

Ah,  but  how,  my  lord? 

Raymond : 
He  stood  at  bay.    I  slew  him  with  my  sword. 

Margherita: 

Were  you  alone  then  with  him,  as  he  sprang, 
Or  was  some  vassal  with  you? 


Raymond: 

Cabestaing. 
75 


GUILLEM  DE   CABESTAING 

Margherita: 

Cabestaing?     What,  my  Guillem?     He  was  there? 
And  was  this  yesterday?    *    *    *    Why  do  you  stare 
So  wildly  at  me?     Oh,  your  eye  is  stern! 
My  God,  what  can  this  mean?     Raymond,  I  burn! 

Raymond: 

Be  quiet,  Margherita.     Why  this  noise 
And  foolish  outcry?     Come,  now,  how  enjoys 
Your  palate  this  fine  piece  of  venison? 

Margherita  (wildly): 

0  God  in  heaven!     Help!     What  have  you  done? 

Raymond  (sternly): 

Silence !     Leave  oflf  your  fooHsh  words,  I  say. 
What  think  you  of  this  morsel? 

Margherita: 

God!  which  way 
Shall  I  turn  now? 

Raymond: 

Cease  calling  to  your  God. 

1  am  your  God,  your  fate;  and  at  my  nod 
The  succor  of  a  thousand  Gods  were  vain. 
No  harm  is  done.     Be  still!     I  ask  again 
What  think  you  of  this  morsel? 
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Margherita: 

Oh,  these  words! 
They  hide  some  treacherous  poison.     A  thousand 

swords 
Were  half  as  cruel.     Wherefore  do  you  ask, 
Over  and  over,  how 

Raymond: 

I  have  a  task 
To  perform,  Margherita.     I  must  know 
How  you  do  like  this  morsel.     Tell  me  how. 

Margherita: 

I  know  not.     Raymond,  where  is  Cabestaing? 
Where  is  my  Guillem — he  who  played  and  sang. 
And  sweetened  my  sad  hours? 

Raymond: 

Listen  to  this. 
Once  more — once  only — can  he  give  you  bliss. 
Eat  of  this  morsel,  and  know  the  last  of  him. 

Margherita  (wildly): 

What  do  you  mean?     O  God,  my  eyes  are  dim. 
I  cannot  see.     I  faint.     This  piece  of  meat ? 

Raymond: 
Is  your  cursed  lover's  heart.     Take  it,  and  eat. 

Margherita: 
Dead!     Dead!     (She  faints.) 
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Raymond; 

She  has  fainted.    Shall  I  call  for  help? 
Help?    Did  I  need  it  when  I  slew  the  whelp? 
No  help!     Let  her  lie  there  upon  the  stones! 
And  yet  I  loved  her  once!     But  what  atones 
My  love  or  hers  now?     Was  she  not  to  blame 
As  much  as  he  was?     Yes,  their  guilt's  the  same, 
And  shall  I  wreak  my  wrath  on  him  alone 
And  leave  her  scatheless?     No,  let  her  atone 
As  well  as  him.     For  me,  revenge  half  done 
Is  worse  than  unaccomplished.    All  or  none! 

Margherita  (opening  her  eyes): 
Oh!  oh!  oh! 

Raymond: 

Margherita,  your  false  fool 
Is  feeding  worms  already,  and  his  soul 
Burns  deep  in  hell. 
I  met  him  yesterday  in  a  lonely  dell, 
In  the  deep  forest,  and  I  followed  him 
Madly  a  mile  or  two.     'Twas  growing  dim, 
The  stars  were  coming  out,  and  the  faint  moon, 
From   out   some   clouds,   seemed   grinning   at   me. 

Soon 
I  reached  him,  struck  him  with  my  hand,  and  cried, 
"Revenge!"     The  dainty  fool  turned  round,  and 

spied 
The  awful  anger  in  my  eyes — my  hand 
Held  the  keen  sword — could  he  help  understand? 
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He  Stood  at  bay — five  minutes  he  fought  well — 
But  he  rhymed  better  than  fought    *    *    * 

And  so  he  fell! 

Margherita: 
You  murdered  him!     O  devil!  fiend  of  hell! 
I  curse  you!     May  God  curse  you  when  you  die! 

Raymond: 
Is  not  revenge  sweet,  woman? 

Margherita  : 

God  on  high, 
Visit  Thine  awful  wrath  upon  this  fiend! 

Raymond: 
Fool,  listen,  you  will  bless  me  in  the  end 
For  my  sweet  kindness.     When  I  saw  him  dead, 
I  thought  of  you  at  home,  my  wife,  and  said, 
"  The  woman  loves  this  losel.    Why  not  give 
The  carrion  to  her?     Let  her  eat  and  live." 
And  so  I  brought  you  home  his  heart,  my  dear. 
Which  you  have  eaten.     Do  you  like  the  cheer? 
Or  is  his  flesh  insipid  as  his  rhymes? 

Margherita: 
God  will  destroy  you  for  your  hateful  crimes; 
And  I  defy  you.     Many,  many  times 
Nobler  than  yours  his  heart  was  when  it  beat; 
And  now  that  he  has  perished,  'tis  so  sweet, 
(The  heart  of  him  I  worshipped!)  that  I  swear 
I  shall  not  taste  of  aught  of  earthlier  fare 
Till  I  shall  go  to  meet  him. 
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Raymond: 

What,  defied! 
And  is  revenge  so  futile?     As  he  died, 
His  paramour  must  follow.    {He  rushes  at  her.)    You 
must  die! 

Margherita: 

Assassin!     Help!  help! 

Raymond: 

All  in  vain  you  cry. 
No  one  is  near.     Die,  harlot!     (He  stabs  her.     She 

falls  dead.    Pause.    He  gases  at  the  body.) 

Dead!  oh  dead! 
How  limp  and  cold  she  lies!     When  we  were  wed, 
On  that  first  night  how  tenderly  she  came 
To  my  warm  arms.     Now  lies  she  there  so  tame 
On  the  cold  stones,  and  all  her  passion  gone! 
My  God!  what  awful  horror  have  I  done 
To  her  sweet  body?     "  Ah,  the  deep  desire," 
Her  rhymer  sang  (it  set  my  wrath  on  fire!) — 
"  Love  fills  my  heart  with,  when  I  gaze  on  thee!  " 
And  if  I  had  not  slain  him,  and  he  could  see 
Her  body  now,  would  he  have  sung  his  song? 
Poor  cold,  sweet  thing!      I   fear  I   have  done  her 

wrong. 
And  I  shall  rue  it  ever     *     *     *     ^^^  j^gj  thus  fare 
We  who  would  seize  our  unavailing  share 
Of  the   world's   guerdons.      What  were   right   and 

wrong 
But  snatches  of  an  idle  siren-song, 
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If  deeds  like  this  defined  the  wrong  or  right? 

For  here  is  crime,  and  I  who  hoped  to  smite 

Crime,  owe  revenge  the  further  keener  pay 

Of  my  own  self,  that  wrought  more  harm  than  they 

Who  doomed  me  while  I  slew  them.     Fate,  oh,  fate! 

Crime  must  be  punished!     For  revenge  half  done 

Is  worse  than  unaccomplished.    All  or  none! 

{He  stabs  himself ,  and  falls  upon  the  dead  body.) 

I  too  must  suffer,  or  the  guiltiest  lives; 

I  am  the  worst  of  all,  but  God  forgives!     (He  dies. 

The   chant    from  the   neighboring  cathedral  swells, 

and  echoes  through  the  room: 


Quid  sum  miser  tunc  dicturus, 
Quem  patronum  rogaturus, 
Cum  vix  Justus  sit  securusf) 
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SONNETS 


UN   SONET   FATZ   MALVATZ   E   BO, 

E   FARAI   LO   POS   NOL   SAI   FAR, 

E  CHANT   LO  QUI    NOL  SAP   CHANTAR. 


GUIRAUT   DE   BORNEIL. 


REAL    LIFE 


^H  Real  life,  you  think,  I  know  but  little  of; 

^H  Books,   dreams,   and   songs   are   all   the   world   I 

^B  know; 

^H  What  right  have  I  to  sing  of  sun  and  snow, 

^B  Of  man  and  woman,  joy  and  flower  and  dove? 

^H  How  can  I  sing  of  fields,  and  skies  above, 

^H  I,  chamber-chained  poor  dreamer,  all  aglow 

^H  With  my  book-raptures,  knowing  naught  of  woe, 

^V  And  tasting  little  of  deep  joy  or  love? 


I  am  a  dreamer,  even  as  you  say; 

And  books  I  love;  songs  are  my  bread  and  wine; 

The  world  I  see  but  darkly  from  my  room ; 
Yet  therefore  sing  I  better,  night  and  day, 

Far  in  the  shadows,  as  birds  vespertine 

Hide,  singing  sweetest,  in  the  throbbing  gloom. 
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LAURENSKIRCHE:    NURNBERG 

I  love  to  tread  the  worn  Cathedral  aisle, 

The  path  so  many  stumbling  feet  have  trod; 

What  matter  if  at  times  they  worshipped  God 
With  lip  alone,  affronting  him  the  while? 
The  love  that  reared  this  groined  and  vaulted  pile 

Had  spark  of  life,  though  mingled  with  the  clod; 

A  noble  aspiration  from  the  sod 
To  raise  men's  thoughts,  too  long  bent  on  the  vile. 

At  heavy  cost  they  gave,  nor  counted  cost,- 

When  touched  by  God's  great  goodness;  and  a 

flame 
Devoured  them  to  adorn  His  holy  name 

With  arch  and  pinnacle,  to  heaven  tossed: 

Thus  to  their  darkling  soul  God's  lovelight  came 

And  gently  led  them,  else  in  error  lost. 
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UNTIL   WE    MEET   AGAIN 


Fate  bade  my  sweetheart  leave  me;  so  alone 

I  wandered  forth  into  the  silent  night, 
To  dream  of  him  'mid  boughs  that  sway  and  moan, 

With  his  dear  face  forever  in  my  sight; 
Outstretched  on  fragrant  moss,  I  lie  and  hear 

The  wind's  soft  soughing,  and  the  crickets'  tune, 
And  watch  the  dappled  clouds  that  oft  appear 

To  veil  awhile  the  softly  shining  moon. 

Ah,  Lady  sweet,  with  all  thy  power  shine! 

Send  down  thy  rays,  and  bathe  me  in  their  light, 
For  well  I  know  that  he  for  whom  I  pine. 

Though  far  away,  beholds  thee  with  delight. 
So  be  thou  now  a  bond  between  us  twain, 
To  keep  us  true  until  we  meet  again. 
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TO 


Not  yours  alone  the  ideal,  and  not  mine, 
But  both  share  in  the  eternal  and  the  one: 
Why  argue  of  the  beauty  of  the  sun, 

When  those  two  eyes  of  yours  as  brightly  shine? 

And  why  need  I  dispute  of  the  divine. 
When  I  have  seen  divinity  in  you — 
The  glory  of  the  world,  all  born  anew. 

With  your  deep  beauty  as  its  surest  sign? 

The  good  is  still  the  beautiful  to-day; 

Or,  doubting  it,  let  men  your  face  behold, 
And  know  a  moment  its  imperious  sway: 

Then  all  the  world  were  cast  in  Grecian  mould, 
And  all,  beholding  you,  once  more  could  say, 

Divinity  is  beauty,  as  of  old. 
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TRIFLING 

The  moonlight  through  the  gHmmering  dark  tree 
Dropped  ghostly  gems  and  flickerings ;  and  around 
The  drowsy  city  made  a  quiet  sound, 

And  night  breathed  coolness.     We  who  talked  were 
three — 

Though  Amy  did  but  listen  laughingly 

(Both  in  the  hammock  lolling  with  linked  hands), 
While  Mildred's  pretty  voice  dispensed  commands, 

Maxims,  complaints,  and  gossip  unto  me. 


Nice  men  are  wild,"  she  answered,  "  anyway." 
"  And  if  a  man's  not  wild? "  I  asked.      "  He's 

tame." 
"Then  which  am  I?"     I  wondered.     "  Oh,"  she 

smiled. 
There  are  exceptions,  one  of  which  the  same 
Are  you,"  she  rippled,  "  neither  tame  nor  wild, 
Just  common,  good  old  beasts  for  every  day." 
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FIREWORKS  :     FOURTH     OF    JULY 

"  The  porch,"  she  mused,  '*  looks  Hke  a  dreamy  cave 
Under  cascades  of  fire  that  drop  about; 
Put  that  into  a  poem,  but  leave  me  out." 
"  Unless  you're  in,"  I  said,  ''  'twill  be  a  grave 
Far  in  a  ruining  world."     But  then — "  I  crave 
To  fire  a  candle  by  myself,"  she  said: 
And  next  was  standing  in  a  pleasant  dread. 
Laughing  a  nervous  "  Don't  you  think  I'm  brave?  " 
At  me,  who  watched  her  figure  on  the  gloom. 
Lit  rich  and  spectral  by  that  fiery  bloom 

And  shower,  her  skirts  plucked  back  about  her 
feet, 
Her  bright  face  upward  to  the  leaping  flame 
That  dropped  about  the  dark,   with  wavering 
aim, 
A  purple  star  through  elms,  or  gold  a-street. 
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MOONLIGHT   BOATING 

Hung  in  the  glass  of  Logan  wavering, 

Our  two  boats  drifted.     Air  and  land  and  stream 
Were  like  a  dark  clear  mirror's  gloom  and  gleam 

Before  the  white  moon's  steady  posturing; 

The  katydids  made  silence  lilt  and  swing; 
And  once  a  wind  turned  all  the  water  wan, 
And  set  broad  silver  crawling  smooth  upon 

Our  poised  and  balanced  freight  of  murmuring. 

Then  back  we  rowed,  led  by  the  evening  star 
Lit  pure  in  sky  and  river;  along  dim  shores 
We  watched  the  water-moon  dance  into  three; 

The  boat  ahead  grew  but  dark  glitter  of  oars, 
Bearing  a  breath  of  music  delicately, 
An  airy  chime  of  voices  and  guitar. 
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TO 


"  Tis  midnight,  but  small  thoughts  have  I  of  sleep," 
For  thou,  the  idol  of  my  heart,  dost  seem 
To  hover  near  me,  as  we  fondly  dream 

Of  dear  ones  whom  God  evermore  doth  keep; 

A  sacred  joy  thou  givest,  subtle,  deep 
As  richest  odors  which  from  lilies  stream. 
Thyself  a  purer  lily,  though  thou  deem 

Thyself  as  nothing,  hold  thy  beauty  cheap. 

Dear  lily,  whose  dear  breath  my  life  pervades. 
Sweet  grant  of  gracious  heaven  to  worthless  me, 

Thine  image  from  my  fond  heart  never  fades. 
My  waking  thoughts  are  ever,  only,  thee; 

Thou  dwell'st  in  heaven,  I  among  the  shades; 
Loved  one,  thou  only  canst  my  heaven  be. 
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Oh,  I  am  weary  of  a  heart  that  brings 
Star- worship  even  to  the  shining  sun: 
Rather  a  savage  whose  whole  heart  hath  won 

Radiance  and  joy  from  sunhght  than  whose  wings 

Flutter  and  fade  before  the  twilight  rings: 

Why  should  we  falter  when  the  night  is  done, — 
Dream-weavers,  trembling  in  dim  mists  that  stun 

All  things  divorced  from  thought,  and  thought  from 
things? 


I  am  thy  child,  O  Sun,  as  Julian  was : 
I  crouch  not  in  the  shadows  of  my  soul, 
And  grapple  with  dark  terrors;  nor,  re-won, 

Drink  I  of  darkness  when  the  shadows  pass : 
Even  at  death,  when  nearest  is  the  goal, 
I  shall  cry  out  to  heaven,  "  The  sun!  the  sun!  " 
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MAN 

To  what  avail  doth  his  gaze  heavenward  rise, 
Since  in  the  ashes  of  his  spent  desires 
Buried  he  is;  and  since  the  blasting  fires 

Himself  hath  kindled  blind  his  searching  eyes? 

Chained  by  the  chains  himself  hath  wrought,  he  lies 
Thrice  fastened  to  the  rock;  and  hears  the  sea 
And  stars  chanting  great  hymns  of  liberty; 

Oh,  will  none  rive  his  chains  before  he  dies? 

It  was  his  hand,  I  know,  that  wrought  the  chain. 

But,  Lord,  I  ask;  Who  was  it  wrought  the  hand? 

This  is  a  thing  I  cannot  understand. 

Now  dies  he  for  the  touch  of  one  caress; 

Spare  him  some  love  of  all  that  you  possess 
To  soothe  the  burden  of  his  infinite  pain. 
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GOD 

The  waves  roll  in  with  stern  monotony, 

The  grinding  breakers  crash  across  the  sand, 
Crushing  whatever  lies  along  the  land; 

Who  is  the  master  of  this  mighty  sea? 

Who  sets  the  tempest,  fire,  and  whirlwind  free, 
So  that,  unchained,  resistlessly  they  brand 
All  nature's  beauty  with  destroying  hand? 

Whose  is  each  ruthless,  terrible  decree? 


Who  gives  us  souls  desiring  to  possess 
What  is  denied  us  weighted  to  the  sod? 

Who  lends  us  life  that  he  may  but  oppress? 
Who  shackles  us  with  sin,  that  we  must  plod 

Laden  through  life,  and  gives  us  no  redress 
For  endless  pain?     Is  it  he  that  we  call  God? 
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DARKNESS 

Oft  have  I  stood  upon  the  foaming  strand 

Watching  the  moonHght  tremble  on  the  sea; 

Oft  have  I  seen  the  stars  fade  silently 
When  gleaming  dawn  drove  night  across  the  land; 
Oft  have  I  watched  the  storm  lift  o'er  the  sand 

The  ocean  in  his  might  and  majesty; 

Now  are  these  joys  a  mockery  to  me 
Since   on   mine   eyes,   God,   Thou   hast   laid   Thine 
Hand. 

Have  I  too  much  exulted  in  the  light, 

Forgetting  Thee  from  whom  these  glories  rise, 

That  Thou  hast  struck  me  wnth  this  darkling  blight; 
Robbed  me  of  day  and  of  the  sunny  skies, 

Transforming  them  into  continuous  night; 
Is  it  for  this  that  Thou  has  shut  mine  eyes? 


TO  OMAR  KHAYYAM 


Oft  when  that  veil  through  which  thou  couldst  not 
see 


m 

^m  ofi 

^^K  Impenetrable  hangs  before  mine  eyes, 

^H  When  from  this  sorry  scheme  the  spirit  cries, 

^H  Weary  with  vain  endeavor,  to  be  free, 

^H  Tis  sweet  from  yearning  and  from  toil  to  flee, 

^H  To  leave  the  secret  of  this  life  behind, 

^H  And  in  the  yielding  of  despair  to  find 

^™  The  solace  of  thy  sad  philosophy. 


But  soon  my  soul  breaks  from  thy  subtle  sway 
And  lifts  above  the  weakness  of  thy  flight; 

Its  thirst  thy  draught  of  wine  cannot  allay, 

Its  goal  lies  far  beyond  thy  rose-bound  sight, — 

Far  where  the  gleam  of  truth's  undying  ray 
Floods  the  dark  mystery  of  earth  with  light. 
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TRANSLATIONS  AND  PARAPHRASES 


PAR   LES   LIVRES   QUE   NOS  AVONS, 
LES   FEZ   DES   ANCIENS   SAVONS 
ET   DEL   SIECLE   QUI   FU  JADIS. 

CHRESTIEN  DE  TROVES. 


I 


AUS  ALTEN  MAERCHEN  WINKT  ES 

(heine) 

They  beckon  from  old  stories, 
They  call  with  ghostly  hand, 

With  music  and  with  singing 
Unto  a  fairyland; 

To  where  great  flowers  languish 
In  a  light  like  the  evening  west. 

And  gaze  on  themselves  as  fondly 
As  a  bride  in  her  bride-robe  drest; 

Where  trees  with  powers  of  speaking 

Sing  sweeter  than  a  choir, 
And  springs  break  forth  with  music 

Sweeter  than  love's  desire; 


Where  songs  of  love  are  sounded 
Such  as  you  never  heard. 

And  wondrous  sweet  desires 
Are  by  their  beauty  stirred. 

O,  blissful  land  of  promise, 
Thou  art  my  dream  alway, 

Till  the  morning  sun  awakens, 
For  we  part  at  the  break  of  day. 
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SIR    OLAF 

(a    GERMAN    BALLAD) 

Sir  Olaf  rideth  late  and  far, 

His  wedding  guests  all  bidden  are. 

The  elves  are  dancing  o'er  the  land, 
The  Erlking's  daughter  waves  her  hand. 

"  Now  welcome,  Sir  Olaf;  why  haste  from  me? 
Come  hither;  I'll  dance  a  dance  with  thee." 

"  I  dare  not  dance,  nor  dance  I  may; 
To-morrow  morn  is  my  wedding-day." 

"  Now  hearken,  Sir  Olaf,  hearken  to  me, 
Two  golden  spurs  will  I  give  to  thee. 

*'  A  silken  doublet,  white  and  fine. 

My  mother  bleached  in  pale  moon-shine." 

"  I  dare  not  dance,  nor  dance  I  may; 
To-morrow  morn  is  my  wedding-day." 

"  Hark,  Sir  Olaf,  come  dance  with  me, 
A  heap  of  gold  will  I  give  to  thee." 
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"  A  heap  of  gold  I  would  take  with  me, 
Yet  dare  I  not  to  dance  with  thee." 

"  And  wilt  thou,  Sir  Olaf,  not  dance  with  me, 
May  plague  and  sickness  follow  thee!  " 

Upon  his  breast  she  touched  him  twice; 
Sir  Olaf  shivered,  his  heart  was  ice. 

She  raised  him  pale  upon  his  steed, 

"  Now  spur  to  thy  bride  I  give  thee  rede." 

And  as  he  came  to  the  postern  door, 
His  mother  trembling  stood  before. 

"  Now  hearken,  my  son,  what  can  thee  ail? 
Why  is  thy  face  so  cold  and  pale?  " 

"  And  why  should  it  not  be  cold  and  pale? 
The  Erlking's  daughter  I  met  in  the  vale." 

"  Hearken,  my  son,  and  what  shall  I  say 
To-morrow  morn  on  thy  wedding-day?  " 

"  Say  that  I  went  forth  into  the  wood 

To  prove  if  my  steed  and  my  hound  be  good." 

Upon  the  morn  ere  the  sun  was  high 
The  wedding  guests  were  coming  by. 
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SIR   OLAF 

They  poured  out  mead  and  they  poured  out  wine; 
"  Now  where  is  Sir  Olaf,  bridegroom  mine?  " 

"  Sir  Olaf  has  gone  forth  into  the  wood 

To  prove  if  his  steed  and  his  hound  be  good." 

The  bride  drew  back  the  curtain  red, 
There  lay  Sir  Olaf,  and  he  was  dead. 
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DIE   BLAUEN   VEILCHEN    DER 
AUGELEIN 

(heine) 


Her  eyes  are  blue  as  the  violet's  hue, 

And  her  cheeks  are  roses  red; 

Her  hands  to  the  sight  are  lilies  white, 
They  bloom  like  flowers  in  the  morning  light, 

And  only  her  heart  is  dead. 
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AUF    MEINER    HERZLIEBSTEN 
AUGELEIN 

(heine) 

upon  my  sweetheart's  little  eyes 
I  made  a  tender  canzonette. 
Upon  her  little  mouth,  with  sighs, 
I  turned  a  graceful  triolette. 
Her  little  cheeks  of  rosy  hue 
Inspired  a  dainty  song  and  true. 
Had  she  a  little  heart,  upon  it 
I'd  write  a  most  delightful  sonnet. 
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DIE   WELT   1ST   SO    SCHON   UND    DER 
HIMMEL    SO    BLAU 

(heine) 


The  world  is  fair  and  the  sky  is  blue, 

The  breezes  are  blowing  across  the  strand. 

The  flowers  glisten  with  morning  dew, 
And  nod  on  the  blooming  meadow-land; 

But  oh,  how  I  long,  though  the  world  is  gay, 

To  lie  with  my  love  in  the  grave  to-day! 
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DIE  WELT  1ST  DUMM,  DIE  WELT  1ST 
BLIND 

(HEINE) 

The  World  is  blind,  my  pretty  child, 
She  grows  more  senseless  daily! 

Her  talk  of  you  is  very  wild, 
She  says  you  live  too  gaily. 

The  World's  a  fool  your  worth  to  miss! 

For  while  she  still  is  spurning, 
She  little  knows  how  sweet  your  kiss, 

How  blest  it  is,  and  burning. 
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DU    BIST    WIE    EINE    BLUME 

(heine) 

Thou  art  a  tender  flower, 
So  fair,  and  pure,  and  true; 

I  look  at  thee,  and  sadness 
Steals  o'er  my  heart  anew. 


My  hands  in  benediction 

I  lay  upon  thy  brow. 
And  pray  that  God  may  keep  thee 

As  pure  and  true  as  now. 
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AVE   ATQUE   VALE 

(CATULLUS) 

Dear  my  brother,  I  have  traveled  sea  and  land  to 
reach  thy  tomb; 

And  at  last  I  stand  before  thee,  moaning  thine  un- 
timely doom. 

Here  I  offer  in  my  sadness,  death's  last  tribute  to  the 
just. 

Wasting  fruitless  words  of  sorrow  on  the  cold,  un- 
answering  dust. 

For  I  know  that  blinder  fortune  nipt  thy  blossom 
with  her  frost. 

Thy  sweet  blossom,  O  poor  brother,  loved  but  now 
forever  lost. 

And  behold,  despairing  tributes,  offered  here  beside 
thy  grave — 

Asked  from  us  by  oldest  custom  that  our  wise  fore- 
fathers gave — 

Take  these  tributes,  wet  with  teardrops,  tokens  of  the 
love  I  bore — 

O  farewell,  farewell,  my  brother,  rest  in  peace  for- 
evermore. 
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FRAGMENT 


(bion) 


But  I  will  go  my  way  to  yonder  hill, 

Beside  the  gray  sands  of  the  surging  sea, 
Singing  my  song  and  praying  hopelessly 

That  cruel  Galatea  love  me  still. 


Nay,  never  of  sweet  love  will  I  leave  hold, 
Not  tho'  to  uttermost  old  age  I  reach ; 
To-day  in  vain  I  sing,  in  vain  beseech; 

Scarcely  to-morrow's  joy  my  heart  can  hold. 


FRAGMENT 

(bion) 

Bring  the  Muses  with  thee,  love; 
Call  the  Muses  from  above! 
Muse,  O  bring  sweet  love  with  thee. 
Grant,  O  Muse,  sweet  song  to  me. 
Sweeter  than  all  sweetest  things 
Are  the  songs  the  singer  sings; 
Sweeter  than  the  songs  he  sings 
Is  the  love  that  Eros  brings. 
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MY    STAR 


(PLATO) 


Thou  gazest,  my  star,  on  the  star-lit  skies, 

Ah,  were  I  the  skies  above! 
That  I  with  vision  of  myriad  eyes 

Might  gaze  on  thee,  my  love. 

113 


HYMN    TO    APHRODITE 

(SAPPHO) 
I 

O  Aphrodite  of  the  broidered  throne, 

Wile-weaving  daughter  of  immortal  Jove, 

Break  not  my  heart  with  anguish,  Queen  of  Love, 

And  cease  to  make  thy  poor  handmaiden  moan; 

But  hither  come,  if  ever  when  alone 

My  soft  voice  thou  hast  heard  from  far  above, 

And  listen,  with  the  ever-gentle  dove. 

From  thy  sire's  golden  house  in  heaven  flown, — 

While  to  thy  chariot  sparrows  yoked  (their  wings 

Fast  flapping  round  the  darksome  earth  below) 

Draw  thee  thro'  the  mid-welkin;  and  their  flight — 

Swift  as  upon  our  under  world  there  springs. 

At  golden  sunset,  silvery-moonlit  night — 

Hither  doth  take  its  way:  would  it  were  so! 
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And  thou,  O  Blessed  One,  with  smiling  face. 
Before  me  stood,  and  asked:    ''  Who  is  there  now 
That  thou  wouldst  have  thee  give  his  plighted  vow? 
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HYMN   TO  APHRODITE 


Whom  in  thy  mad  desire  wouldst  thou  place 

As  lover  in  thy  dwelling?     For  whose  grace 

Dost  thou  now  seek,  before  whom  wouldst  thou  bow? 

Yea,  who  has  wronged  thee,  Sappho?     Tell  me  thou, 

And  though  he  fly,  his  steps  shall  he  retrace. 

And  follow  thee  as  thou  now  foUowest  him; 

Ay,  though  thy  gifts  in  scorn  he  doth  reject, 

And  makes  thy  melting  eyes  with  tear-drops  dim. 

Thee  shall  he  yet  bow  unto — thee  select 

As  his  heart's  darling!  " — Therefore,  goddess  bright, 

Come,  fill  my  poor,  bruised  heart  with  love  and  light. 
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VARIATIONS    ON    A    LINE    OF    SAPPHO 


(^Hpduav  /iiev  eyco  deQsvy^'ATOi,  TtdXai  nora) 

I  loved  thee  once,  O  Atthis,  long  ago; 

I  loved  thee  once  more  than  I  care  to  say; 

But  why  should  I,  when  thou  art  far  away, 

Sing  praises  that  I  would  not  have  thee  know? 

For  thou  hast  given  me  a  harder  blow 

Than  if  a  bolt  of  thundering  Jove  should  slay 

Me  as  upon  my  couch  I  lie  and  pray, 

A  deeper  pain,  a  fiercer,  harsher  woe: 

But  hateful  now  the  thought  of  me  must  be 

To  thee  who  art  no  more  my  lover  true, — 

For  thou  some  other  maiden's  love  dost  sue, 

And  fondlest  her  as  thou  once  fondled  me; 

But  I  loved  Atthis  once,  I  swear  to  thee, 

More  than  thy  love  Andromeda  can  do. 
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HOW   WILL   THIS    FADGE? 

(from  the  SANSKRIT    OF    BHARTRIHARl) 
YAM    CTNTAYAMI    SATATAM 


She  whom  /  dote  on  constantly,  coldly  my  wooing 

spurns, 
Her  heart  pines  for  another  man;  his  for  another 

burns; 
And  yet,  a  certain  other  maid  madly  for  me  doth 

languish; 
Fie  upon  her,  him,  her,  me,  all! — and  Cupid  cause  of 

anguish. 
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THE    NINETIETH    PSALM 

Before  the  cloud-capped  mountains'  birth, 
O'er  which  Thou  art  eternal  ward, 

Before  the  making  of  the  earth, 

Through  everlasting  art  Thou  Lord. 

A  thousand  years  within  Thy  sight 

Are  but  a  vanished  yesterday. 
Are  but  a  single  watch  of  night; 

With  flood  Thou  sweepest  them  away. 

They  are  but  as  a  sleep;  like  grass 
That  flourisheth  at  morn  and  grows; 

But  when  night  comes  the  light  must  pass. 
And  then  the  Reaper  reaps — and  goes. 
ii8 


to 

CD 
00 

fcO 


CO 

•  a. 
^  o 

CQ 

O 

in 

PL, 


§ 


CO     CQ 


«3 


0   3 

G    O 
CQ 


o 
o  to 


a 


University  of  Toronto 
Library 


DO  NOT 

REMOVE 

THE 

CARD 

FROM 

THIS 

POCKET 


Acme  Library  Card  Pocket 
LOWE-MARTIN  CO.  LIMITED 


